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Tlie Gobbler TOM TURK, PESSIMIST
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Truth in Assertion There Cannot

Be the One Without " ;
the Other. ;

Therein Lie the Particular Better-

ment t All Mm In the Devout
Feelingand Calabratlon of

Thanksgiving. .

'
"He that urges gratitude pleads the

cause of both God and men, tor with-

out It we can neither be sociable nor
religious," says the pag, philosopher.
Seneca. - Thanksgiving, then, II this De

true, la not only an r of worship,, bat
an Influence for social' advancement
Gratitude la said to be the rarest f
virtues, yet It exists, and It runs like a
golden chain throughout society, bind-

ing men together. Nor is It aa rare as
we are likely from experience and ob-

servation to think It is. raise grati-

tude may be eloquent, but it Is not
easy to express real gratitude in words.
"N metaphysician ever felt the defi-

cit! of language so much as the
gratAnT and through that deficiency

, gratitude Is often dumb. Neither Is
conduct's true test, for circumstances
may deny the opportunity of Its ex-

pression, or circumstances
may prevent Its expression when op- -

portunlty arises.' There Is much grati-
tude In the world, between men and

: men, for which evidence Is lacking, yet
'there Is probably no man who cannot
recall a feeling of gratefulness within
nlmsetf which be never voiced and for
favors which he never requited. Know-ln- g

more of our own thoughts and
feelings than. we do ,of those of. other
we are likely to think the quality of
gratitude la our peculiar possession,
and cynically to agree with Rochefou-
cauld that "gratitude in the generality
of men la only a strong and secret
wish to- - receive still rreater benefits."

. Undoubtedly there la much on the sur
face to Justify that view, but while the
quality of real gratitude may vary con-

siderably In Its strength there are few

If any wbo are wholly lacking, and the
mere consciousness of It makes It a
potent force In the social advancement
of man. Whether thanksgiving be ex-

pressed or' withheld It Is sn Influence

for betterment within every one of us.

for the feeling toward others Is the
'

test of our soul. '
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potent influence, between men and God.
The sense of gratitude is the measure
of devotion.1 If It Is a mere utterance
of the lips It baa no meaning, no mat-

ter how eloquently worded, reasons a
writer In the St Louis Globe-Democr-

If it does not come from the heart It
I a mockery; and the deeper Its feel-

ing, even though It be dumb, the closer
It brings one to Its divine objective.
No pean of praise can reach one-ha-lf

so high as the Thankful thought, which
u. Itself la a. prayer. . It is more than
an acknowledgement of benefits. It Is

an outpouring of spirit, an uplifting
tf the Invisible self into contact with
Its source, with a consequent enrich-

ment of new strength and new courage.
Gratitude, as the old pagan said, Is

essential to religion. There Is no reli-

gion where there Is no gratitude.. And
the power of religion la in exact pro-

portion to the sense of thankfulness
it Inspires. ' That doea not mean that
uod is a great almsiver who dispenses
charity for the reward of appreciation,
lie gives because he la God, and giving
Is the expression ; of hi onalterlng
goodness. He gives freely regardless
of thanks. He cannot be bribed to
larger favors by gratitude, The effect
of gratitude la upon ourselves, In the
exercise of our souls and In the ap-

proach to deity through that exercise.
Which Is the essential essence of reli-

gion. .. '; -- .

. And that effect may be collective as
well as Individual. We are today a
nation engaged In thanksgiving. We
are. In totality, a hundred million souls
expressing 'gratitude- - to Him for His
blessings to ns aa a people. If that la
a mere formality It Is nothings-I- t is
worse than nothing. We may be quit
aura that God .does not delight In
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rhetoric that Is but sounding brass and
tinkling cymbals. Ve may oe equally
sure that we as a nation are not ad
vanced or uplifted by sermons or pray
era or speeches that, however beautl
firlly attired, are but words. But U

that thankfulness la real. If It la felt
within. If we are conscious of It, tf Its
expression comes from the heart, then
Is tbe soul of the nation raised up
thereby, and given a larger vision,-- an
Increase of power, a nearer approach
to the glory of divinity, by the exercise
of the spirit within us, reaching out to
clasp bands with its creator and the
ource of all its strength. '

And manifestly there Is abundant
reason for that gratitude and Its ex-

pression. We need not, we cannot,
"count our blessings one by one," as
tbe song entreats us to do. They are
too many for counting, too overwhelm-
ing for measurement. We who but a
short century ago were relatively In-

significant now stand at tbe forefront
of tbe nations of the earth, admittedly
supreme In Its leadership.. We are

self-co- n troUed, prosperous
above all other peoples. - We find our-
selves. In this year of His grace, direct-
ing. In a very large measure, the de
tinles of mankind. In the great catas
trophe of nations we have Buffered less
and gained more than any other. In
tite annala of history no people have
advanced so fast nor attained so great
ly. Did we do thtst Are we what we
are, and possess what we nave because
of our superior wisdom and activity!
Can we slap-ou- r chests and proclaim
ourselves through our own
might 1 A mere cursory glance over
our record proves the contrary, proves,
Indeed, a guidance and support with-
out which we would still be Insignif-
icant Nor Is it bard. In the tight of
this day, to understand the why of this
guidance, t see. that we are Instru-
ments In HI band for the achievement
of a divine purpose,' not for ourselves,
but for humanity, of which we are a
part and In whose future blessing we
shall largely share. Tea, there are rea-
sons, great reasons, for America's
thankfulness today, thankfulness for
our past, for our present and for oar
future; anJ If we feel this, and to the
extent that we are conscious of It, and
recognise It, we shall be fitting ear-selve-s'

and equipping ourselves for the
larger tasks that are still beyond Up

dawn.,, V

God la In AIL
Be He nowhere else. God Is In all

that liberate and lifts, tn an that
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Ann Maria Teller was guarded with
the Jealousy of crabbed ownership
rather than love; while Lester
Brockaw, the son of an Impecunious
neighbor, was hated because he was
poor end boldly aspired to the hand
of Ann Maria.

So it came to the day before Thanks
giving. That morning old Job Teller
was In his yard looking with ominous
eyes at a big gobbler. It was a good
bird, and would be a wise leader for
the next year'a flock. But the gob-

bler weighed fully twenty-eigh- t

pounds, and there was a son of his, a
delected voune turkey that never
strutted In the Irate father'a presence,
which weighed not more than twelve.
That left a difference of sixteen
pounds, at probably 25 cents a pound.
live weleht It was too big a strain
on the old man's avaricious soul, and
the narrowing eyes said that the old
gobbler waa doomed.

It may be that long association 01

similar minds bad brought tbem to
read each other's thoughts; or per
haps the death-croa- of expiring
chickens that morning had agitated
the wise bird with a presentiment of
danger. But be that aa it may, even
as the avaricious eyes were question-
ing the weight, the old fellow gave a
defiant gobble, spread his wings, snd
rose majestically to the top of a near- -

Looking 'With Ominous Eyes at a Big
v Gobbler.

by apple tree. There he rested a brief
moment, then went on to the next,
and from there to tbe next and next,
and so on to the woods, beyond.
; The grim eyes watching him grew
wrathful for a moment, then followed
the flight speculatively. A little way
In the woods was s spreading oak.
and there the gobbler bad often spent
a night In bis younger days, to wear
off a . fit of sulks. Old Jon made
motion to follow, then shook bis bead.
chuckled, and went on through the
yard to select other turkeys and chick
ens for the Thanksgiving sacrifice.
Following turkey nature, the old gob-

bler would pass the night In the oak.
and with dusk be would become stupid
and drowsy and easy to remove from
the' limb.

Ann Maria was shy, but hsd signals
of red- - and blue and other ahadea In

clothing to hang from her window,
and these she used , freely. Lester
waa not shy nor to be . Intimidated,
but be was diplomatic, and so man
aged his labor and bunting and 0go
ing as to keep the window conspicu-
ously in alght When Job went from
the house, soon after dusk, a white
skirt and a blue Jacket appeared suc-

cessively at the window. Lester
dropped hi flahlng pole unceremoni-
ously and scuttled forward to a fo
bidden Interview.

They were standing dose together
In the shade of the vine-cover- porch,
when there came a shrill outcry of
gobble-gobblin- g and denunciatory
threat and exclamations of pain from
the direction of the wood.

"Tour father's got the gobbler, or
the gobbler got him, or both," com-

mented Lester, as he stuck Ms bead
through the vine to listen.

"They're coming this way, slowly,"
aid Ann Maria, after some momenta.
Then It's your father' who'a got

him, a, tittle," declared Lester, with
conviction. "But it's a fight" "

"Hadn't yon better be goto nowr
asked Ann Maria, at the end of another
live minutes, as she tried

to . disengage herself from Ma

embrace. ) :" .
; "No," he decided. "ltTI take another

Number

The day before Thanksving tif M
Tkere'f a price upon my head, CyjrW
And if I do escape this time P"'' . L
There's Christmas still ahead! "'i SJfigO
But though Tm feeling dreary

I don't wish that I were dead! TTt
five minutes to get here, and there's
a good chance of the gobbler's break
ing sway and It all having to ne aone
over again. Then at the worst I can
push back Into the vines out or signc
Tour fatherll be too excited to bother
about me. Now you will consent won't
your dropping bis voice eoaxmgiy.

Tve spoken to the minister and all,

and hell be looking out for us any
time I can get you away, won't

There came a tremendous clatter
right at the corner of the bouse. "Gob--

snnekea tne
turkey; and Til wring your Diamea
old neck Boon's I get a good bolt see
1 1 don't you you Imp of feathers I"
snarled the man. And then followed

more determined flapping of wings,
threats and snarls of pain, accompan-
ied by a tugging and dragging sound,
and

"Crowd into the vines, quick!" whis
pered the girl. "He'B right here."

Tbe arm left ber waist and she
stepped out to the edge of the porch,
where a streak of moonlight touched
ber and flickered off In front '

Another moment and the struggling
Job and the gobbler broke Into the
flicker. The angry bird looked rough
and disheveled ; the man's hat waa
gone, and trickles of blood showed on
face and hands where claws and beak
bad been at work. Of the two, the
bird was tbe fresher.

"Ill wring your blamed," gasped
old Job, thickly, and then, "Prat It
all I He'B got away I"

Tbe gobbler flopped off Into the
dusk. Job stumbled after, yelling as
he did so, "Ann Maria! Ann Maria!
Come and help."

"Dad I" she cried, aa she raced after
him. "The horrid thing will kill you.

back!" 'Come -
From the darkness of the porch an

other figure sprang out
"If that raging old gobbler tackles

Ann Maria he's liable to daw ber eyes

'Lester Dropped His Fishing Pole,

out" be exclaimed anxiously, and dis-

appeared, too, In the gloom.
Straight across lots, and leas than

a' fourth of a mile away, was the
minister borne. Around It grew ap-

ple trees. The gobbler went dtrect-I- t
for these, dased. weak from exer

tion and' terror, and behind him fol
lowed three figure, the Brat stumbling
and fuming with wrath, and calling
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to the fleeter second as she cams up,
"Bun, run, Ann Maria! Don't ye atop;
by me, 'cause I'm beat out I Grab
the blamed old "

And then aa Ann Maria darted away
the third figure rushed past But 16

waa too dark and old Job was tool

angry to realise wbo It might be.
As he went under tbe apple treesj

the gasping turkey beard swift step

W m !

It Waa Too Lata to Retreat

dosing in on him from behind, and
with a last mighty effort burled him-

self forward Into the minister's open
doorway, and fell dead. At that ln
sunt Ann Maria's quick fingers closed
upon him, snd the eager hand of Lea
ter dropped caressingly upon the
girl's shoulder.
' "Hello, who's there?" called tha
minister. "Come In."

It was too late for retreat so they
stepped inside, Ann Maria holding thai
turkey.

"What! what!" exclaimed tbe min-

ister, delightedly. "A Thanksgiving!
turker for me, and a big one .tool
Ton are indeed neighborly. Jack."
to a boy standing near, "take thhm

fine fellow to the kitchen. And yesu
here's Lester, too. I see, I see. Wellj
we're all ready, t guess. Jack, teU

your mother and sister to come In her
for witnesses."

He turned to a table and picked on
a book. Lester and Ann Maria stared,
inquiringly at him. Then the man'sj

face broadened Into an ecstatic grin,
and be winked at his companion. Ann;
Maria comprehended and grew red;
hjrt answered tbe wink with a smile.

In five minutes the ceremony was)
over, and as tbe last word fell fromj
the minister lip, another figure dark-
ened tbe doorway.

What? Neighbor Job Teller PJ
greeted the minister, advancing con
dlally. "They did not tell me yota
were coming. Too bad, too bad If
all over ! But you're Just aa welcome.'

Job .Teller opened and shut hlsj
mouth, and then opened and shot 18

again. There were those wbo said
Job did not bar a single redeeming

trait But that was not so. Hn
could swallow a tact when U was;
thrown at him. - Be turned , and
stumbled out

--Well. Til be darned." they heard
him mutter.

l& US Wtatara Utefca- -


